
The comicall HiSlorie of 

Lattice. Pray you let’s haue no more fooling, about if, but gj oe 
meeyour blclfing: lam / auncelet your boy that was, your fonne 
that is, your child that fhall be. 

gob. I cannot thinke you arc my fonne. 

* Lame. 1 know not what I (hall think of that : but I am Larnct. 
let the IeWes man, and I am lure t JWargerte your wife is my mo- 
ther. 

Gob. Her name is Marger'te in deedc, ile be fworne if thou bee 
Lamcelety thou art mine owne flelhand blood: Lord worrtiipt 
might he be, what a beard haft thou got 5 thou haft got more haire 
on thy ch'mne, then Dobbin my philhorfe hafe on his taile. 

Latmce. Itlhould feeme then that Dobbins taile growes back- 
ward. I am fure hee had more haire of his taile •then! haue of my 
face when I loft (aw him. 

gob. Lord how art thou changd : how dooft thou and thy Ma° 
fter agree, I haue brought him a prelent 5 bow gree you now ? 

Latmce. Well, well but for mine owne part, as I haue fet vp my 
reft to runne away ,lo I will not reft till 1 haue runne lome ground; 
my Maifter’s a very Iewe, giue him a prefent, giue him a halter, 1 
amfamilhtinhisfcruice. You may telleuery finger I haue with 
my ribs : Father I am glad you are come, giue me your prefent to 
one Maifter 'Bafanio, who in deede giues rare newc Lyuories, ifl 
feruc not him, I will runne as farre as God has any ground. O rart 
fortune, heere comes the man, to him Father, for I am a lewe ifl 
ferae the Iewe any longer. 

Enter BalTanio with a follower or two. 

"Baf. Youmaydoefo, but let it be fohafted that (upper be rea- 
dy at thefartheft by fiue of the clocke : fee thefe Letters deliuered, 
put the Ly ueries to making, and defirc Gratiano to come atione to 
say lodging; 

Launce. To him Father. 

g»b. God blefle your worlhip; 

'B*f- Gramercie, wotridft thou ought with me. 

G obbe. Hecrc’s my fonne fir, a poore boy. 

Launce. Not a poore boy fir, but the rich Iewes man that would 1 
fcasmy Fatherfhall (pecifie. 
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Cob. Hehath a great infe&ion fir, as one would fay to ferae. 

’ tan. Indeede the Ihort and the long is, I ferae the Iewc,& haue 
a defire as my Father fhall fpecifie. 

Gob. His Maifter and he (lauingyour worfhips reuerence) arc 
fcarce catercofins, 

Lau. To be briefe, the very truth is, that the Iewe hauing done 
me wrong, dooth caufc me as my Father being I hope an old man 
(hall frutifievnto you. 

Gob. I haue heerea difh of DoucJ thatlwould beftowvppon 
your worlhip, and my fute is. 

Lau. In very briefe, the lute is impertinent tomylelfe, as your 
worlhip lhallknoweby this honeft old man, and though I fay it, 
though old man, yet poore man my Father. 

Baf Onefpeaicefor both, what would you ? 

Lam. Serueyoufir. 

Gob. That is the very defeft of the matter fir. 

Baf. I know thee well, thou haft obtaind thy (ufe, 

Shylocke thy Maifter fpoke with me this day. 

And hath preferd thee, if it be preferment 
To leaue a rich Iewes (eruice, to become 
The follower of lb poore a Gentleman. 

Clown e. The old prouerb is very well parted betWecne my .Mai- 
fter Shyiocke and you fir, you haue the grace of God fir, and hee 
hath enough. 

Baf. Thou fpeakft it well ; goe Father with thy Sonne 
Take leaue of thy old Maifter, and enquire 
My lodging out, giue him a Lyueric 
More garded then his fcllowes : fee it done. 

flowne. Father in,l cannot get a leruice, no, I haue nere a tong 
in my head, 4 vel : if any mnn in Italy haueafayrer table which 
dooth offer to fweare vpona booke, I fhall haue good fortune; 
goe too, heere’s a fimple lync of life, hecres a fmall tryfle of wiues, 
alas, fifteene wiues is nothing, a leuen widdowes and nine maydes 
is a fimple commingin for one man, and then to fcape drowning 
thrice, and to be in pcrrill of my life with the edge of a featherbed, 
heere are fimplelcapes : well, if Fortune be a woman fhe’s a good 
Wench for this gere : Father come, ile rake my leaue of the Iewe in 
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